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cots, swathed in the Russian fashion and guarded with
care and cleanliness by an elderly motherly soul.

The radio, the gramophone, and the bicycle invade the
village now, and though the standard is not yet as high as
ours, it is more evenly distributed, and rises with increasing
rapidity.

Twenty-seven thousand such collective farms stretch out
across the steppes and the Black-Earth belt. No change in
Russia is greater than the change upon the land.

*                       *                       *                       sf                       if

The Black Sea steamer which carried me from Georgia
to the Crimea, and later from the Crimea to Odessa, was
a large and handsome boat, with excellent cabins, saloons,
and meals. The decks were free to every class of pas-
senger, and the more primitive peasants travelling from
the Caucasus to the Ukraine sat huddled in family groups
in all sorts of nooks and corners. The night was hot, too
hot to sleep in cabins, and I wandered from time to lime
amongst the sleeping groups on decks. Here a woman,
surrounded by several small children, hugged her baby to
her breast, and there a man hugged his balalaika; for a
peasant loves his music. Clothes for the most part were
the old peasant clothes. Clothes are no criterion of pros-
perity in the Soviet Union as yet, and many ill-dressed
peasants are really well-to-do. The tendency to dress well
increases, however, and several of the young men and women
on vacation were dressed in the smart sports clothes of Alpine
climbers, with mountaineering boots and zip pullovers.

I must confess to a lapse of good manners one afternoon
in the smoking-saloon, with its handsome panelling and
low coffee-tables of inlaid wood. Tired out with walking,
I had rested my leg along a low table whilst talking to my
friends, carefully avoiding, however, touching it with my
boot. After awhile the gold-braided captain approached
me and politely, and with a friendly smile, requested me
not to do it. Seeing I was a foreigner, he said apologeti-
cally : " it is not the custom in our country." What he
really meant was that the new standards of culture were
being violated. To rest one's leg on a table is not " cul-
tured. ". It might damage the common property.